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PROLOGUE 
Sung by Mrs. ROBERTS. 


J. 


KS Operas now are ſo much in the Mode, 
So much in the Mode, &c. : 
And a Song, as well liked as a Laureat's Ode 
Give Ear to my Ditty, I pray! 
By our Author I'm ſent, in behalf of his Cauſe, 
To court your I:dulgence, and beg your Applauſe, 
Oh ſend me not back with a Nay ! 


tHe 


Td fain have prevail'd with the ſcribling young Elf, 
The ſcribling young Elf, the ſcribling young Elf, 
To have paid his Reſpects, and have ſpoke for himſelf, 
As fitter for him than 1; 
But ſuch a Condition, poor Devil ! he's in, 
Half dead he's already, before we begin ; 
Oh ! what will he be by and by! 


III. 


He beg d I'd aſſure you in this Eſſay, 

In this Eſſay, in this Eſſay, 

Which he dedicates both to the Grave and the Gay, 
To neither Offence he intends, | 

That at Poetry, tho' he's but little expert, 

If the Time he has taken, your Time will divert, 
In that his Ambition all ends. 


A 2 | IV. 


PROLOGUE. 
. 


The Scenes he exhibits Lo- night on the Stage, 


To-night on the Stage, To-night on the Stage, 
Are to ſhame the extravagant Follies of Ape, 
That Dotards Intrigues may decline; 


The Enjoyments of ſuitable Love to promote, 


Make rigid old Parents on Money leſs doat, 
And ſixty to twenty ne'er join. 


7 TV 
On you for Protection he wholly depends, 
He wholly depends, he wholly depends | 


Succeſs he's aſſur'd of, if you are his Friends; 
Have Pity, then, on a young Chap ! 


In Support of his Cauſe, as he begg'd I wou'd ſue, - 


beg, for his Sake, you would let us go thro', 
And begin and go of with-a Clap. | 
ns 


DRA- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
T heatre-Royal, Crou- Street. 
MEN. 

Frelful, Father to Harriot. Mr. Sparks. 
Matchwood, an old Citizen] Mr. Chor 

in Love with Harriot. e 
Clerimont, a young Gen- 

tleman in Love with pu. Vernon. 


AHarriot. 


Frederick, his Friend. Mr. Corry. 
WOMEN. 


Harriot, Daughter to Fret- 
ful, in Love with Cleri-C Mrs. Chambers. 


mont. 


Lucy, her Maid. Mliſs Roſce. 
A Porter, &c. 


SCENE, London- Bridge. 
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SCENE I The Street. 
Enter Matchwood and Frederick, meeting. 
Martcawoop. | 5 
HAT, Nr. Frederick ! Good morrow 
to you! J am heartily glad to ſee you. 
Fred. Mr. Matckwoed! Your moſt 
obedient !— Re | 
Match. No Ceremonies, I beſeech 
you ; they are needleſs among Friends: 
roth, Mr. Frederick, J muſt tell you, you are 
mightily in my Favobr ; you are a Man after my own 
Heart! one that will ſpeak your Mind freely! a down- 
right honeſt Man! and really now a Days, there are | 
very few to be met with. OTE 1 
Fred: Very true, Sir; every Man is grown fo ſel- 
_ fiſh, that Friendſhip is out of Faſhion ; and few care 
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AIR I. Dans of Hoover, 


The Katefrnan fitting at the Helm, 
Still greater Power purſuing ; ; 

Uſurps Dominion o'er the Realm, 
And humbles all in Ruin, | 
The Politician in Diſgrace, 
Is furious as a Dragon; 

And ſo is the Courtier out of Place, 
Becauſe he has none to brag on. 


. | 
The Prieſt, Pimp, Lawyer, and the Quack, 
Fach preys upon his Neighbour ; 
The Peaſant too mouth learn the Kyack 
To live by others Labour. : | 
In Court, in Country and in Town, 
Of every Rank and Station, 
Dove from the Noble to the Clown, 
Is Strife and Emulation. 


Match. Well done, Mr. Frederick ! od! thou art-a 
charming Man, and I am glad I met you; for I wan- 
ted to aſk your Advice about a very important Aﬀair, 

Fred. What the Devil can that be ? 

Match. But you muſt ate me to let it go no 


further. 
Fred. | do.——This muſt be ſomething extraordi- 


nary, no Doubt, (afide.) 
Match. You muſt know then, 1 have a great Mind 


to marry. 


Fred. A very important Affair, Te LEY (Aide. ) Who | 


you, Sir ? 
Match. Ay, marry, I myſelf! I would not tell 

this to every young Fellow, you may be ſure on't. 
Fred. You would be laugh'd at if you did. (aſide.) 
Match. But as I know you to be a Man of Senſe 

and the like, why, do you fee, I make no Secret on't. 
Fred. Well, fir; and pray how old way the Lady 


de, chat you intend to ? 
: Match. 


by what means they grow great, 6 hey can bt be 
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Match. Od! of a rare Age! I ſhall nuſtle ſo cloſe to 


het !—— Why, how old do you think ſhe bs? Letts 
gueſs a little. 


Fred. May be, about forty, 

Match. Forty! Ha, ha, ha, about forty ! Why. 
ſhe is not above half of it; ſhe is jaſt in her Prime ; ; 
ſixteen is the utmoſt | 

Fred. Then ſhe's of a rare Age, indeed, fir. 
3 Adad ! and ſo ſhe is: She's an Angel of a 

i 

Fred, Don't be too ſure, fir; a Woman can never be 
known till ſhe's try'd ; and he's the beſt of who 
knows leaft of her. | 


AIR II. Wincheſter Wedding. - 


of all the Diſeaſes in Life, 
That trouble the Reſt of Mankind, 
None equal can be to a Wife, 
By woful Experience we find. 
IT. = 
Free only from Care is his Breaſt, - 
Who is with a Wife not accurſt; | 
For on all Sides, a Woman's confeſt 
The greateſt of Plagues, and the worſt. | , 


Match. Indeed, Maſter Frederick, it may happen ſo 
ſometimes, but I can't think that will be my Cafe; 


r ark ;nn = Man! | 
Fred. But don't you think the is rather too young for = 
you ?.. ; 
| Match. Not at all! Why you don't reckon me old, - 
I hope? 
"Th Feed. Tos n yourſelf young at Three- ; 
ſcore. 
1 Match. Three-ſcore! What do you mean, Mr. 
Frederick ® Would you have me fancy myſelf old at | 
) Three-ſcore? Why, tis a Man's ripe Age! Al 
ls Fred. And his rotten one too. { afide. ) 1 
t. Match. IJ have the Vigour of a Man of thirty ; am 
ly as hard as an Oak; found Wind and Limb, I warrant 


you. Old, quotha! let's ha' no more on't. : 
I | Fred. 
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Fred But do you think her Father wil marry 3 k 
where there's no Hopes of her having Children? 
Match. Pſha! no more on't, I tell you; when Jam 
marry' d I'll do as a married Man ought, 1 warrant . 
an oſd Cock treads ſure. | | | 
Fred. In ſhort, fir, to tell you the plain Truth, 
Marriage won't do for you; Men of your Age ſhould 
never think on't at all. Matrimony is like an old Bawd, 
Who conceals her Age and Deformity under a bor- 
rowed Face, paſſes upon the Warp for a young Whore, 
and ſo proves a Tartar, | 


A N UT. ' Would you have a young Vi irgin, &c. 


If you wed a young Virgin of ſixteen Years, 

Bid adieu to your Peace, and prepare for Cares; 
She'll vex you, perplex you, decoying, toying, 

Night and Day teazing, encreaſe your Fears. 

Dreſſing and Conqueſt ſo charm her Brain, 

For fine powdet'd Sparks ſhe neglects her Swain; 
If her Wants not ſupply'd, you will be hornified, 
Flfnen che Marriage State as your Bane |. 


atch. Out upon you, Mr, Frederick! I did not 

think you would have ſerved me ſo. I'll ſwear, you 

have almoſt put me out of Conceit with you, 

Fred. I hope not, fir; I meant no Harm, upon my 

Word; you bid me ſpeak my Mind freely, you know. 
March. I did ſo; but did not think-you had been of 

this Opinion tho'. However, Sir, to be plain with 


you, the Match is concluded on, and I am 1 88 to 


have her. 
Fred. With all my Heart, The 2 ; if 505 have won her, 
wear her————but pray, who is this Lady ? 


Match. Why her Name is Harriot. 

Fred. Harriot! What, Mr. Fretful's Daughter ? 

Match. The very ſame, indeed. 
Fred sdeath! what do I hear? Clerimont's Mi- 
ſtreſs, by all that's Good. (aſide. ) | 

Match: What do you think on't, Mr, Frederick? 
Fred. That you have made an admirable Choice, 

indeed, Sir, - 
Match. 
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Match. Why .ſo do I too. ——Don'e you think 1 | 
know what I am about. . 
Fred. Certainly, Sir. But I'm miſtaken if you 
have her for all this. 72 . | 
Match. Well, I invite you to the throwing of the 
Stocking. Your humble Servant. Ha! you'll wiſh 
yourſelf in my Place, you will, you young Rogue! 
Exit. 
Fred. I have a great Faney, I ſhall put. you out of 
your Place, old Gentleman. Poor Clerimont ! what 
a Condition are his Affairs in! But he muſt not be | 
ſerved ſo, neither; there ſhall be no foul Play, if I cn 2 


* 
4 . 
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help it. ma here he comes? 


Enter Cent. 


Cler. Haiti ! your Servant. 8 i 
Fred. Clerimont, yours; I was juſt wiſhing for you. 41 
Chr. Why, what's the Matter? 
Fred. Matter enough ! you muſt look out for ano- 1 
ther Miſtreſs, 'm afraid. . | 1 
Chr. What d'ye mean? | | 
Fred. Why, this Moment I parted with your old | 
. Rival, who has taken ſuch a liking to me, that heaſked }! 
my Advice about marrying. I was glad of the Oppor- [1 
| tunity, and railed at the poor Women moſt terribly ,; 3. | 
but nothing would ſet him againſt it; the Match is 


«© EE concluded on, and he is reſolved to have ber. 

f Cher. Then Fortune is a Jade ! 

h Fred. What ſignifies blaming her? Tis ten to one 

0 if the knows any thing of the Matter. Don't vo 
know he has more Money than you have ? | 

r, Cler. Curſe on him, and his Money but Ss; 


rice will always get the better of Honour ; 2 he that 
15 richeſt i is the beſt Man. 


nr 


li- Mankind are become a degenerate Crew, 
And Honour and Honeſty quite out of Date ; 
Each makes it his Buſineſs, his Friend to undo, 
ce, And at 0 the worſt Villain enjoys the beſt dtate; 5 
: 'Tis Gold's the Thing! 
ch. Poor Rogues muſt ſwing, 
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While rich, one ſeeurehy jog on in the Road; 
Since the World firſt began, Sir, 


| Tas Gold made the Man, Sir; ; 
No matter how gain'd——to be rich i is the Mode. 


Fred. Never vent your Spleen in railing ! The Bu- 
ſineſs 18, to prevent it, if you can. 
Cler. What's to be done? 


Fred. That you muſt — KOTIIO if I can be 


of any Service; I am yours at Command. 

Cler. You know has an excellent Talent at 
plotting ; if we had but | with us, I ſhould you fear 
my Rival's Intereſt. 


To: thees a LY 


Port. Sir, is not your Name Clerimont * 

Cler. Ves, Friend. | 

- Port, Here's a Letter for you, Sir. 

Cler. Where did you bring it from ? 

Port. From one Mr. Fretful's. 

Cler. Ha! a Woman's Hand | by the Charafter ; 
It + fhioa's be Lucy's. Here, Friend, (Pays the Porter) 
Do you know the Perſon that gaveit you? 

Port. No, Maſter, but ſhe's a crummy Laſs !- 
delicate a Morſel as ever Man would wiſh to lay his 


Legs over. She has ſuch a Pair of Eyes, and they 


do roll, and ſhine, and twinkle. Then ſhe 
has ſuch a Mouth ! and ſuch a Pair of Lips! Oh, 
how 1 could ſmack them! Then ſhe has ſuch a Pair 
of Bubbies ! ſo round and ſo 2 and they do ſo 
pout, and ſwell, and fall, and riſe, and ſtick ſo cloſe ! 
Oh, Sir | and ſuch a pretty Woman, to be 
ſure, has ſuch a pretty, pretty, pretty, Ha, ha, ha! 
_ Maſter, your Servant. (Exit. 
Fred, A comical Fellow ! _ 

Cler. And he has given us a combat Account, but 


TI am impatient to know the Contents; fo we will 
ſtep to the Bear, and examine them over a Bottle, 
Fred. Ay, ay, nothing like a Bottle; I hate your 


drivelling Fools, who, for a little ill Luck, will fit like 


Bartholomew Babies, and mope . their Senſes, 
Al R 
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A IR V. Mar in Imagination. 


When an ignorant Lover is ſlighted, 
With nothing can he be delighted ; "ES 
He groans and he ſighs, 155 
And to Cupid applies . 
| To ſweeten his angry Laſs: | 
But the Lover who has Bravery, _ 
Will ſubmit to no ſuch Slavery, 
Briſkly he drinks, 
Of his Miſtreſs ne'er thinks | hd 
While the Bottle round does paſs. = [Excung. 


SCENE IL. Harriot's Chamber. 
15 Harriot and Lucy difcovered. : 
AIR VI. Set by Mr. Stanley, 
Har. Like me the tender Dove laments, 
Like me, in Sighs her Sorrow vents ; 
When cruel Fowlers force her Love, 
For Safety, far from her co rove ; 5 
Till the again her Charmer ſees, 
Her Breaſt, like mine, refuſes Eaſe 5 


He, too, till then, denies Relief, | 
And lives, poor Bird, like her in Grief. 


Lucy. Dear Madam, don't make yourſelf fo un- 
eaſy ; who knows but Things may take another Turn 
in your Favour, yet? 

Har. Oh Lucy! I have no Hopes ; my Father is 
worſe than ever, and vows Revenge, unleſs 1 marry 
Matchawood, 

Lucy. A fine Huſband truly! juft ſuch another 
Curmudgeonly Hunks as himſelf, Old enough to be 
your Grandfather So Covetous, there's no living 
with him. He's in Love with nothing but Money, 
and ſtarves himſelf to ſave it: an excellent Match o'my 
Conſcience | Who would 1 be ready to ſplit their 


Sides, 


14 be Lover his own Rival. | 
Sides, to hear a Couple of old Fools both of one Age, 


call one another Father and Son-. | 

Har. Dont talk of it dear Lucy! I cant bear it. 

Lucy. I dont know how you fhould; why he puts 
you up to Auction, Madam, and the higheſt Bidder has 
you: Oh this Money! tis the Devilifheſt thing in the 
World ! If your Eſtate is in Danger, will the Law- 
yer adviſe you? If your Life is in Danger, will the 
Phyſician attend you? If your Soul is in Danger will 
the Prieſt even pray for you? No the Devil a bit will 
he do any thing, without you can cram their Fiſt | 
full. | ; 


AIR. VII. Abbot of es, 


The Prieſt, like the Lawyers, are all of a gang, 
And the Doctors like Bees together do hang, 
The former wont pray, nor the latter preſcribe, 
Without you induce them thereto by a Bribe. 

Derry Down, Down, hey Derry Down. 


The Religion of both is in Intereſt compriſed, 
The poor Man is ſeldom by either advis'd ; — 
But if they are both fee d they ll be ſure to attend 
And Pray and Proſcribe——till your Stock's at an End. fa 

| Derry Down, c. 5 


Har. But how ſhall I let Clerimont know my Inten- 7 

tions? He dares not to come near the Houſe; for 

my Father has threatned, if ever he ſet foot in't again, | 

to have him ducked in the Horſe-pond. | 
Lucy. A rare way to cool his Courage, truly ! but 

if he has any left in him, he'll be here by and by, 

for all that. | 2 
Har. Which way? | m: 
Lucy. Why read that, Madam, and you'll ſee; tis 

a Copy of a Letter I ſent him juſt now, and I dare ſa 

he will come. . . a 


— 


Har. Well, you have an admirable Brain ! | 

Lucy. Ay, ay, Madam, leave it to me and I'I take | 

* - Care, I warrant: 'Slife! here's my Maſter coming up 
Stairs I know him by the Tread. „ 

Har. What ſhall I do? I ſhall have ſuch a Lecture 

| ol | Lucy, 


_ 
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Lucy 1 fee——Oh! do as 1 tell you, Madam, put 
on a 2 diſmal ſad Countenance, and ſtand ſtock 
ſtill; let him ſay what he will, dont anſwer: him a. 


e let me alone to bring you off hs 
| ' ( Retires to a Corner of ah Stage, 


Enter Fretful, 


Fret. So, Miſtreſs; have you confider'd of what I 
told you this Morning! ? Dont you begin to think I 
am a vefy careful Father? And ought not you to bleſs 
yourſelf for having ſuch a one? If it were not for 
my Care you'd be a Beggar. You ought to. pray 
Night and Day for me Humh ! you are mighty _ 
thoughtful, were Berga what you are thinking of that 
young Dog Cierimont I ſuppoſe 7 Very hot upon't to 
be ſure! but I'll cool you with a Vengeance! Oons! 
put on better Looks, or I—I—I—odd! I would not 
have Mr. Matchwood ſee you in theſe Fits for the 
World! Why it would break his Heart, 

Har. Then I wiſh he were here now.  (afade. 

Free. He will be here preſently, and ſee, you look. 
ſweet upon him, or Þ'll ſend you to the Devil, I will 
ſo—— What are you dumb too? Have you loſt your 
Tongue ? I will make you find it, I warrant. 


(Pinches. ber, 
| Har. Io | 


To them Lucy. 


Lucy. What's the Matter, Sir? 

Fret. Matter! the ſtubborn Jos will make me 
mad ! 

Lucy. Why what has ſhe ſaid, Sir? 

Fret. J eant make her fay any thing. I cant get 
a word from her. 

Lucy. Lud ! what can be the Matter with her? 

fret. Ha! you dont know, I ſuppoſe ?* Hark ye 
Miſtreſs, tell me the Truth, or I'll ſhake you to Pieces. 
Has not that Raſcal Clerimont been here ? 

Lucy. Clerimont ! d'ye think I'm bewitch 'd; Sir to 
let him into the Houſe. 


. Fret. No, to be ſure, you would not do fuck a diing 


B 2 for 
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1 World Speak you Baggage this moment, 
or I'll | 
Lucy. Lud! Sir, you will frighten her out of her 
Wits ! let me alone with her a little; perhaps ſhe may iſ 
ſpeak to me. [Be ſure dont ſpeak a word till I give you 
the hint] What's the matter, Madam ? What makes 
you look ſo ? If you have any thing upon your Spirits, 
why dont you tell it to your poor Father? 
Fret. The ſtubborn Slut makes my Blood run cold! 
Lucy. You know he loves you, and would do any 
thing for you; why do you keep it from him then? 
fee how he oak do tell Rs” dear Madam ! tell 
him. 
Fret. Tam out of my Wits! I mall break her Bones. 
Lug. Once more,, Sir; I fancy I have hit upon it 
now. Come Madam, had not you better tell your 
Father? How can you be ſo to him? Do but ſee how 
he looks! Does he not deſerve to be pity'd? Come 
tell the Truth. Dont your Head run upon C/erimont ? 6 
And dont you wiſh you were marry'd to him? 
Har. (Sighs) 
Lucy. That s it, Sir, I told you I ſhould hit npon it. 
Fret. I cant bear it any A impudent 
Baggage! 
Lucy. Now! dear Madam. 
Har. Since I muſt 8 Sir — 
Frei. 1'll hear nothing! get out of my right! be 
dumb for ever! 
LCucy. But, Sir 
Fret. Am I thus rewarded for my Tenderneſs? I 


that have taken ſo much Pains to bring you up ? 
( 1 his Eyes, 


Har. Forgive, Sir !— 

Fret. I'll forgive 8 ſo ſay Nothing, for | 
Nothing will 1 do for you any more. 

Lucy. Nay, Sir 

Fret. Dont nay me, I have done with her. 

Lucy. But confider, Sir, ſhe's your Daughter. 

Free: Pl confider nothing! I diſown her! hate her! 
I dont care what becomes of her. 

Lucy. How can you be ſo cruel, Sir? ? You __ 

r. 


ucey 


- 


Ti be Tobe . oon 8 17 


r. K has got her Heart, and eren let 8 0 
ave her oo. 
Free. I'll bury her alive firſt —if he has not Mr. 
2 atchwood. 
Lucy. Mr. Clerimont'! | 

Fret. I'll difinherit her. 
| Lucy. Mr. Clerimont! _ 

Tret. I could find in my heart to.— 

Lucy. Mr. Clerimont ! 

Fret Take her out of my Sight this moment ; and 
et me never ſee her Face again, I charge you! FL 
lerimont her, with a Pox to her. (Exit. 
Har. Why you have made him almoſt mad, Lucy. 
| Lucy. And I'll make him quite mad before 1 . 
one Ke?” him, Madam; I'll play him ſuch Pranks !— 
/erimant ſhall be yours in ſpite of his Teeth; I war- 
ant, I know how to deal with Tuch Chaps as he. 
ATR. VIII. Miller's Dance in Cephalus. 
Parents will be ever chiding ; 

Never what we like approve; 

Maids ſoon won, are ſoon confiding, 

Seldom doubting him they love, 

Half denying. 

| Half complying, 

Meaning yes, but anſwering no; 

Faintly ſtrugling, | 

Cloſely ſmugling . 
Down we go, down we go. | 
Har. But what do you purpoſe fk this Project, 
cy © 

Lucy, Why to 3 Cle, inont to you; but 1 
ſee your Father loitering about there; ſo let us flip 
as for fear he ſhould over hear-us. (Exeunt. 


8 CEN . A retful's Room. 


Enter F. retful. 


Davy "Twas well I went away as I did, or that Jade 
uc, would have cracked the Drum of my Ear, never 
das man fo plagued ! I need to be a ſecondꝰ Job ! ſome 
5 3 Ch! Idren 


n 
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Children are Comforts ; but mine——S'death ! if ſhe 
does not marry Mr. Matchawoed, ſhe ſhall go out of 
the World, as arrant a Maid as ever ſhe came into it. 
Enter Lucy behind him. : 
Lucy. So, there he is! now for a Trialof Skill 
{comes forward baſflily, and pretend not to ſee him) 
Oh wretched Misfortune! my poor Maſter ! where 
Mall I find him, or how ſhall I let him know eit? 
Fret. What does ſhe ſay? 
Lacy. My poor Mittreſs ! | 
Free. I am aſtoniſh'd Lacy 
Lucy. Such a Misfortune ! 
Fret. Lucy! 
Lucy. Such an Accident ! 
Fret. Lucy. | 
Lucy. Ah! I ſhall never get ſuch another. 
Fret. Ah! How! What! Lucy! Lacy! 
Lucy. Oh, Sir! J am glad Pve found you. 
Fret. Why, why, why, what's the Matter? 
Lucy, I dare not tell you, it will break your Heart. 
Fret. Tell me Lucy, what is it? 
Lucy. Such ſad News! 
Fret. What News ? ſpeak! | 
Lucy. Your Daughter ! Oh! (p pretending to ery. 
Fret. Oh! oh! tb (weep 
Lucy. I ſhall ſplit my Sides preſently. [afide })— Ot 
Sir your Daughter, quite diſheartened with what you 
ſaid to her, fell into a moſt bitter Agony, and imme- 
diately open'd the great Caſement that looks into the 
River. i 
Fret. Ah! | 
Lucy. Then lifting up her Eyes to Heaven; I can 
never, ſaid ſhe, live under my Father's diſpleaſure ; and 
fince he's ſo barbarous to his only Child, Death ſhal 
eaſe me. | - 
Fret. What and did ſhe leap out? a! | 
Lucy. No, Sir, ſhe ſhut it gently again, and fungi 
herfelf upon the Bed; there ſhe fell a ſobbing and 
fighing as if her poor Heart would break ; at length 
— with grief ſhe fetched two piteous Groans 
WW Fru, 
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Fret. Died ! Oh my poor Daughter! 

Lucy. It works as I could wiſh (ade). No Sir, 
ſhe fell into a Swoon, and there ] left her in it, like 
one dead, ſhe's fo ill, I dont think ſhe can live this 
Day to an End. RE | 

Fret. Run for a Surgeon ſtraight, dear Lucy! let her 
be bled directly. (Exit Lucy) Oh my poor Daughter! 
what will become of me! if the poor Girl dies, | ſhall 
ſoon follow her. | ( weeps. 


Re-enter Lucy, Clerimont following, with a Caſe of 


Inſtruments. 


Lucy. Oh, Sir, as good luck would have, this Gen- 
tleman was in the Houſe, and had been brought to 


85 bleed Jobn. 


Fret. Thank Heaven ! come Sir, lets go to my Daugh- 
ter, ſave my Girl's Life, and you ſhall have any thing 
you pleaſe. | | 

Lucy. Mercy on me! if he follows us, all is ruined, 
{ afide. ) Dear Sir, do you ſtep down to your Cloſet, 
and take a Glaſs of ſomething to comfort you ; lud 
you look as pale as Death! why you will be as bad 
as her, if you dont take care, do Sir, be ruled by me ; 
we'll take care of my young Lady. 

Fret, Well, I will — be quick, dear Sir! ſee what 
you can do. | | 

Lucy. All's ſafe again (afide J——come, Sir. 

( Exit with Clerimont. 
Fret. I'll take Lucy's Advice, for I am half dead 


with the Fright, my poor dear Daughter, ¶ Exit <veeping. 


8 CENE IV. Harriot's Chamber. 


_ Harriot Sola. 
This Lucy's a dexterous Girl; beſt in the World 
at an Intrigue, ſhe is never at a Joſs, if i were not 


for her 
To ber Clerimont and Lucy. 
My Clerimont ! | el 


_ Cle, 
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Ctr. My deareſt Harriot ! this, this is Rapture, 2 em- 
bracing ) if we may gueſs by this what Fate we are 
deſigned for, we ſhall be happy. 

AIR IX. Of all Comforts 1 miſcarried. 

Cler. Thus for ever will you treat me, 

And as ſwiftly fly to meet me. 

Har. Ever will you be this Lover ? 

Shall I ne'er a Change diſcover? 
_Cler. Here I ſwear to love but thee, 
Har. And here | vow but thine to be. 

Cler. Thus with my Hand my Heart rece ve. 

Har. And thus with mine my Heart I give. _ 

Cler. Never rangin 8 

Har. Never changing. 
| Both. Happy thus for ever may we live. 

Fi Lucy. Come, Lovers, make the beſt Uſe of your Time, 
Ti for he's ſo terrified, he'll be quickly upon our Heels 
again! 

' Cler, This Lucy was a Malter. piece, a and cannot be 
too well Fewarded. this is but an Earneſt of my 
future Gratitude. (giving her a Purſe.” 

Lucy. Hum ! this will do; there's ſome ſenſe in this, 
who would grudge their Labour when they are ſo 8 
paid for it! there's nothing got by ſtarving a Cauſe, I 
have been handiomly fee'd already, but this 1s better 
and better, and he deſerves all I can do for him : well 
I wiſh I may die but this Money is a charming TOS 


ATA X. 


The Power of Gold does all others ſurpaſs, 
It gives us Wit, Beauty, eee 
Tho' Old and Deform'd, for an Angel you'll paſs, 


If you have Plenty of ready Rhinorum. 


The Lover who would with his Miſtreſs ſucceed, 
Muſt elways take care that the Maid is well fee'd, 
No Lawyer what-e'er will your Cauſe better Ved; „ 
Give her but your ready Rhinorum. 


Cler. Now Harriot, 1 hope I have convinced you of 
my Sincerity. 
Har. 
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Har. You have too great an Intereſt in my Heart 
to be diſtruſted, and to convince you of my Belief, 
from this Moment I am yours. (Giving him her Hand. 

Cler. And may nothing but Death part us. 

Salutes her and they all confer together 


To them Fretful and Matchwood. 


Frei. Come, Mr. Matchwood, come along ſpeak to 
my Girl before ſhe dies. | . 
Match. Oh! 5 (cui pes his Eyes. 
Fret. He's mighty cloſe to her (/zeing Clerimont 
ſalute her) ſure ſhe is not in her Fit yet! | 
Lucy. [Sees him and runs to him| Oh, Sir, my 
Miſtreſs is infinitely better ; this Gentleman has done 
her a World of Good. 4025 0 
Fret. J am glad on't, go ſpeak to her, Mr. Match- 


qTvood. 


thy Matchwood? How art, Lovee? 
Fret. How do you find my Daughter, Sir ? 
Cler. Much better, Sir, but not ſo well as to bear 

Talking. | 

Fret. Ha! What! Mr. Clerimont ! [fares at him] 
your Servant, Sir. : 

Match, Who is that? Clerimont ! 


Fret. How long have you been a Surgeon pray? 
my Daughter is much better I ſee, I am mightily obliged 


to you indeed. 

Match. And ſo am I too, Mr. Clerimont, what you 
thought to ſheer off with her, did you? 

Cler. I believe I had belt ſheer off my ſelf. (is going. 


Fret. Hold, hold hold, Sir! pray dont go without 


your Fee, tis Pity but you ſhould be paid for your 
Trouble; there take that, Sir. ( Beats him. 


Match. And this too, pray Sir. ( Beats him. 


Fret. You couzening Dog, I'll Surgeon you with a 
pox to you. ( Beats him out. 
: Match. Lud! lud! what a piece of Treachery is 

ere | | | 

Fret. Treachery, indeed, this is your doing, Miſtreſs, 
[to Lucy] but I'll part you—get you out of my Sight. 

| | Lu. 


Match. How doſt thou Dearee? Ha, canſt allo 
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. Lover his own Rival. 
Lucy. I won't go far. [Goes to a Corner of the Stage 
[and liſtens. 

| Match. A brazen” young Raſcal! | 
Fret. A young Dog pretend to be a Surgeon ! If 


ever I catch him again, I will cut his Throat. Come, 
Madam, I hope you can bear talking now; one Denial 


more, and Iwill be the Death of you. 


Har. Well, Sir, fince I ſee nothing but my Sub- 


miſion will appeaſe you, I am ready to obey you. 


[ Kneeling. 

Fret. So there's my good 2 >bild ; now you talk ſome- 
thing like. | 
| Match, Ha! What! and will vou! ? Ha, I am 
the happieſt Man on Earth. 

Lucy. And ſhe the unhappieſt Woman, if the *. Hy - 

afide.. 

Fret. Adad and ſo thou art, and ſo thou ſhalt be : 
Give me thy Hand, old Boy! thou ſhalt marry her 
To-night ; the ſooner the better. Take her with all 
IDY Heart : - He Kall be thine now; take her, ſend for 
her, fetch her, do what 1 will, 1 am even out of 1 my. 
Wits with Joy. | 
* Match. And Iam quite . 1 don' know: how- 
Jam, what Jam, nor e Jam. 

Lucy. I wiſh you were all at the Devil, 1 afide. : 
Match. Well, Chicken, about. tent ck No- night, 
I' be here, [pulls out bis Watch) 'tis now about ſix. 
About nine I will ſend Mr. Frederick to divert you 
till I come, [zo Frerful.] for J intend he ſhall give her 
away. 

Lucy. So, that's well; humour him, Madam, ſome- 
thing may be done yet, and I will go about directly, 


(afide.) „ 


Match. Vou will be ready, Dearee, won't you? 
Fret. Ay, ſhe ſhall be ready, never fear; up to her, 
old Boy ! up to her !——Take care and get yourſelf 


ready, Child; d'ye hear, up to her, my Boy. Adod 
T'll-have a Dance before 1 ſleep. (Exit. 


Match. And ſo will I. 
Hur. What will become of me, I —_ humour 
him, to get rid of him. Ca ſide. 
Match. 


\ 
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Match. Well, Dearee, we ſhall be very happy ; ; ſhan © 
we? 
Har. Extivanily; Sir ; I am quite alter'd Ges 1 


ſpoke my Mind, and 1 long to follow my Mother's 
Example. | 


A [ R XI. Buff-coat.. 


When I was a Child, 

Was | never fo wild, foie” 
My Mother, good Woman, ne'er chid me ; 

The chief of my Joys, was to ramp with the N. 

And my Mother ſhe never forbid me. 

At Twelve I began _ 

To have Thoughts of a Man, | 
As well as my Mother who bore me; 

And now I am Sixteen, 

Jo be married 1 mean, 
For my Mother did ſo before me. 


Match. Od1 thou art a dear Rogue ! one Kiſs, pre- 
cious, one -Kiſs!' Oh! ſweet, ſweet !- Here, 
Dearee, here's a Diamond Ring, of the firſt Water; it 
colt me Four hundred Pounds ; come, t other Kiſs. 

Har. I wiſh it was your laſt. (aide. 

Match. Od ! ] will give thee all I have in the World, 
ſo thou wilt but love me. 

Har. Really, fir, you are ſo engaging 

Match Am I ſo? Hi, hi, am 1? Adod! Iam all 


on Fire; 'tis well I am to be marry'd To- night; Iwill 
ſo love thee Il wiſh it were Bed-time; od! od! I 


would fo tickle thee! Hi, hi, hi! 
Har. What a Rapture the Wretch is in. (aſide. 
Match. Od ! I'll be the beſt- natur d Husband in the 
World! You ſhall have what you will, and do what 


you will, and ſay what you will; JI keep thee a Coach 
and Six, a Country Houſe, and be ſo fond of the. 


Har. You promiſe a great deal ; 1. will you keep 
your Word ? 


command me. 


Match. Will I! ay, that L. will, . you a ben 


Her. 
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24 The Lover his own Rival. 
Har. Well, Sir, I muſt confeſs your Goodneſs has 


made a Ben of me; for ſuch a Fan muſt ſure- 
ly make his Wife happy. 


AIR XII. With a Stand by clear the Way. 


Attir'd in rich Brocades moſt gay, 

Give me the Park, the Ball, the Play; 

Oh then how I'll frolick Time away, 
With Beaux and Ladies fair. 

With thee, my deareſt, by my Side, 

In Triumph, round the Ring I'll ride, 

And may be do ſomething elſe beſide, 
Which none of us can forbear. 


SE 


Match. Ah! thou wanton Rogue thou doſt love 


me, I ſee. 


Har. Out of my Sight, I do, (afrde.) Well, Sir, Pl. 


in and dreſs. At ten o' Clock. [ Exit. 
Match. Dead or alive, I'll be here ſhe's a delici- 
ous Girl! and I'll make ſure of her as faſt as I can, 
for fear the Dog *Cleriment ſhould trick me. Ten 
o'Clock ; that's the Hour. (Exit. 


SCENE V. The Street. 


Euter Frederick. 


Fred. I am impatient to know Clerimont's Succeſs ;. 


and yet methinks, the Scheme was ſo happily-contriv'd, 
that no common Penetration could diſcover it. That 
ſuch an old Fool as Matchwoed, ſhould have 'Thqughts 
of marrying ; tho' I abhor Knavery, yet would I 
willingly deceive him, to compleat his Rival's Happi- 
neſs, But here he comes, and from Frez/u/'s Houſe, 


1 ſee; in all Likelihood I ſhall hear e of Cie- 


rimout now. 


To him Machwood: 


You look merry, Sir, I wiſh you Joy. 
Match. Aye, wiſh me Joy, wiſh me to live 12 


Years longer, for I am all over Joy ; we are to be 


warried :To-night. 
F 5. 4. 
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Fred. To night? th 
Match. Ay, this very Night, at ten o Clock: — 
I have but juſt left her, and the little Rogue is as fond 
already Od! what do you think? Why, that 
brazen young Dog, Clerimont, was there, and had the 
Impudence to paſs for a Surgeon ! If it had not been 
for her Father and me, I don't know but he'd have 
run away with her. 

Fred (1 wiſh he had!) You ſurpriſe me. 

| Match, But he won't maſquerade again in Haſte, war- 

rant me; for we did pay him to ſome Purpoſe. Well, 
I'll go and get Things in Order. Fare thee well Do 
I had almoſt forgot. I promis'd Mr. Fretful to ſend 
you there about nine o'Clock, to divert him till I 
come, for I have pitched upon you to give her away. 

Fred. You do me a great deal of Honour. 

Match, Well, your humble Servant; about nine 
o Clock, you'll remember the Hour. [Exit. 

Fred. I'll not forget, Sir poor Clerimont ] he will 
be badly off at this Rate ; I wiſh my giving her away 
could be of any Service to him. 


To him Clerimont in the ſame Doh. 


Cler. Perhaps it may; I ſaw you before, but per- 
ceiving who was with you, I kept at a Diſtance. 

Fred. You have been but ſcurvily uſed, I find; how 
happen'd it ? 

Cler. Why, as the Devil would have it it, old Freefal 
knew me by my Voice ; ſo he and that old Raſcal fell 
upon me together, and drubbed me'out of Doors. 
Fred. Has it not put you our of Conceit with in- 
triguing ? 

Cer. Not at all: I am going to prepare for it again; 
Lucy has furniſn'd me with a new Scheme and 

ſuch a one 
' | Frea. But do you know he's to be married To- 
woht ? | 

Cler. She Wy told me every Thing; and I don't 
fear having her yet: I ſhall have Occaſion for your Aſ- 
{ſtance ; fo if you'll ſtep with me to my Lodgings.— 
on With all my Heart, a Looc ratur'd Adlion re- 

C wards 


-. 
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wards itſelf ; and I would venture a Limb to give Suc- 
ceſs to your Wiſhes. | 


AIR XIII. Free- maſon⸗ Tune. 


Fre Did all Couples agree, 
EO Like thy Miftreſs and thee, | 
How bleſt wou'd each Huſband and Wife be; 
Cler. Of both Sexes then, 
Nine would wed out of ten, 


So lov'd would a conjugal Life be. 6] 
: 1. - 
Fred. To a Partner like her, | ; 
Who would Wantons prefer? & 
Or who would a Batchelor tarry? i 
Cler. When at home he could find 5 pc 
A Wife to his Mind, G 
? How much for his Good 'tis to marry. | 


Both. When at home, Cc. 
SCENE VI. ae Chamber. 


Enter Harriot and Lucy. 
Lucy. I told you, Madam, ſomething might be 
done yet, and if this don't, I can't tell what will do. 
Mr. Clerimont has a bold Heart, and will go thro? : 
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13 Stitch, I warrant you. = 
Har. Indeed I have very great Hopes from this laſt 85 
_ Contrivance. Po 
Lucy, And if this ſhould do, then Madam—— o 

Har Then, Lucy, I ſhall be happy. * 
Lucy. Then you will be happy indeed; eqecially. W 
when [Bed-time draws near. 2 

AIR XIV. 4A Tenant of my —_ 

| Lacy. We Maids for Husbands fit, Sir, - G. 
So, To tempt do all we can, Wh a Fal, &c. he. 
In Gallery, Box, and Pit, Sir, E 
There's none but loves a Man. Vith a Fei, a. | 7 
. 
When we frown, and bid you 80, . 
He bolder than before; the 


For tho* we vow we hate it fo, 
There's nothing we love more! 43th a fal, &c. 
"IH Enter 
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| Enter Fretful. 


Fret. So, Daughter, you are ready, I ſee. Z 
Har. Yes, Sir, as ready as you could wiſh 
Fret. Ha! piping hot! Her Father's Blood, I 

find. You will have your Belly-full on't, by and by. 
Lucy. I wiſh ſhe may, but I'm afraid ont. 
Fret. Why ſo, Huſſy, ha? | 
Lucy. Becauſe, Sir, they fay an old Man is like a 

ſilent Clock; and that, you know, goes tick, tick, 

tick, but never ſtrikes the Hour. | 4 
Fret. Huſſy, Huſſy, you are enough to ſpoil the 

Girl.—— Well, Child, I expect Mr. Frederick quickly; 

tis much about the Time, [a Bell rings] Ha! I ſup- 

poſe that's him ringing at the Door : Come, and take a 

Glaſs with us, there's a good Girl. Exit one Way, 

Harriot and Lucy the other, 


SCENE VII, A Parkur; à Table, with 
Wine, Pipes and Tobacco. 


Enter Fretful and Frederick. 

Frei, Come, Mr. Frederick, come along; I was juſt 
wiſhing for you; my Son-in-law tells me you are a 
= merry Man; and I'm in a merry Mood, and we'll make 
a merry Hour on't. I have been drinking Part of a 
Bottle already : but come, fit you down; where did 
you leave him, pray ? 

Fred. Going to get Things in Order ; he'll be punc- 
ly. tual to his Time, I warrant ; he defir'd we might make 

ourſelves merry upon ſuch a joyful Occaſion. 
Fret. Adod and ſo we will: Dk about; [//, s bis 
Glaſs] we'll drink, and laugh, and fing me, 
here's to thee ; [they drink] od I am glad Mr. Match- 
wood has got ſuch a truſty Friend; ha, ha, ha, I 
a | Can't forbear laughing to think how that young Dog 

| Clerimont will be bit. 
Fred.. Ha, ha, ha, merry enough ; why it will make 
the poor Creature run mad. 

Fret. Stark ſtaring mad, to be ſure; come, about 
2 with it, my Boy; a Bottle and a Friend, are the beſt 
ter | : C 2 N | Com- 


. 


Companions on Earth: Here's to thee; [drinks] Ha, 
ha, ha, I can't get it out of my Head. 
Fred. Ha, ha, ha; come, Sir, here's your Son-in- 
law's Health in a Bumper. [Dr inks. 
Fret. With all my Heart, I will pledge you, if the 


Glaſs had a Mile to the Bottom, {[4r:»4s,] and now, | 

Sir, you muſt give me Leave to toaſt my Daughter ; | 

the Girl has been a little obſtinate, that's true, but you a, 

ſee ſhe's come too at laſt. Here goes, 1p arink] it 

goes down, ugh, purely. Ma 
Fred. So, he's a going I find, - (Aide. 
Fret. Now, Mr. Frederick, ugh, what think you of a 5 

vgh, Song ? @ 


Fred. If you pleaſe, Sir ; but let us clear our Pipes. 

Fret. Ay, that, ugh, that” 5 right, let's firſt clear our Bi » 
Pipes. [They drink, e 
P 2, 


AIR XV. There was a Bonny Blade. he 


Fred. No greater Plague in Life, 
Need he who has a Wife, 
Who roars in his Ears like a Drum, Drum, Drum; 3 


Who ne'er by her good Will, hes 
Would let her Tongue lie ſtill, | F 
Yet he muſt ſubmit, and be mum, mum, mum, _ 
. 28 


If fach a Wife had F 
Soon ſtill I'd make it id. 3 | 


Or her Side I would handſomely thrum, thrum. all 

For the Way her Noiſe to quell, am 
8 Is to thrum her Jacket well; 1 
And a Wife is a Bleſſing when dumb; Sc. Ni 
Fret. And a Wife is a Bleſſing, Ec. | 5 
Fred. Bravely done, Sir; 3 you have a melodious 5 


Voice. 0 
Fret. I, ugh, don't know as for that; but ugh, Gi: 


think 1 ſing well enough too. Where's my Daughter ? 
Ugh. She will let my Son-in-law have but a pooril | 
Night on't. She's like a Bit of, ugh, Tinder by this / ? 


Time, I ſuppoſe, ugh ; touch and take. foi 
Entet 
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Enter Harriot and Lucy, | 


Fred. Madam, I give you Joy ! [Salutes ber.] Your 
Father and I have been making ourſelves merry upon 
W this joyful Occaſion—1 have done my Part, you 

ſee. 7 Aſide. 

Fret. Pox of your Compliments, ſit you down, and 
ugh, drink. | 

Lucy, Now, old Gentleman, I fancy we ſhall outwit 
you. Aide. 

Fret. Here, ugh, bring us ſome more Wine! [Lucy 
goes out, and returns with a Botile.] Well, Daughter, 
how, ugh, do you find your Stomach ſet for, ugh, Ma- 
cn 1 d, Sir, ſhe thinks it fo ſtr 

Lucy, Lord, Sir, ſhe thinks it ſo ſtrange, to go to 
vr Bed to a Man N 1 
| Fr:2. Ha, ha, ha, ugh, ſtrange; never fear, Girl, 

he won't hurt you. 

Lucy. I am ſure I ſhould not fear it if J were ſhe. 

(Afae. 

Har. It's pretty near the Time. Sir, is it not? [#0 Fred. 
Fred. Within two Minutes, Madam. 

Fret. Ay, ugh, ſhe wants to be at it; ſo here, wiſh- 

ing you well, ugh, married. [ Drinks, 

| Fred. Har. Lucy, confer together, 


Enter Clerimont, a/pearing like Matchwood, 


Cher. 1 hope they have got the old Fellow drunk, or 
all may be ruin'd azain What, my little Rogue, I 
am come you ſee, and I hope to ſome Purpoſe, (aſae. 

Har, Heaven grant it He mimicks him to a 
Nicety ; if Matchwood and he were Face to Face, my 
Father could not tell one from the other. [ Aide. 

Fret. What, ugh, Son in-law, I am glad, ugh, to 
ſee thee, Boy; come, let us take ugh, a Glaſs ; do 

b. 1 vothing raſhly, conſider what, ugh, you are to do; a 
bh Glaſs of Wine, ugh, will ſtrengthen you. 


Jious 


= | Cler, Why, ſo it will, od! I will about her, by and 
15 
e , kn fear he does it, ſo well, that I myſelf 


NOUS not ſuſpect him. | [ 4/rae. 
Enter C 3 F et. 
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Frei. Come, load all; ( fills the Mine,) now, Sir, 
this is ugh, is a Health to the Bride and Bridegroom 
Fire, (they all drink) Now go, ugh, go about your Bu- 
ſineſs, and ugh, get married as ſooy as you can. 

Lucy, Ay, ay, my Maſter's a Man of Buſineſs ; he's 
for doing Things to the Purpoſe. 5 
ier. Od, and ſo will I too. 
Lucy. You'll always be welcome, I dare ſay. 


AIR XVI. She got Money by the Bargain. 


We Women would be forc'd to Bliſs, 
Compliance damps the Bleſſing: 
The young Gallant who knows not this, 
Has learnt but half his Leſſon. 
Tho' ſhy we ſeem, 
And vow we'll ſcream, 
It ſignifies not a Farthing ; 
We'll be as ſtill 
As a Thief in a Mill, 
Ard thank you too in the Bargain, { Curt'feng. 
[Exeunt Cler. Har. ang Lucy. 


. (Pulling Fred. back.) Ouns, Sir, where, ugh, 
are you going? You won't go, ugh, and leave me? 
Prithee ſtay and, ugh, ſee the Bottle out. 

Fred. Sir, there's nobody to give your Daughter 
away but me; we ſhan't be gone long ——'Sdeath, | 
was afraid he would ſpoil all. (Exit, 

Fret. Well, ugh, get thee gone; we'll have the 
other Bottle, when, ugh, when you come back 

ugh, I like the Man; he's an honeſt Fellow, and 
ſit to be truſted. Now, ugh, Clerimont ! may go and, 
ugh, whiſtle for a Wife; ugh, how finely he's bit! 


To him Matchwood. 
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Match. Mr. Fretful, your Servant. Vou ſee I am 
punctual. 

Fret. Ha] Who are you? 

Match. Who am I? Why, don't you 5500 you 
Son in law? | 

Fret. Son in- law! ugh! you my Son 3 in. law. 


Maith. 
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Match. Ves; I am to be married to your Daughter 
To- night. 

Pret. Ugh, its a Lie. | 
Match. Hey-day, what, don t you know me ? 

Fret. Yes, ugh, to be a Scoundrel ; he thinks I don't 
know him to be Clerimont. . (Afaae. 

Match. What do you mean, Sir, where's your 
Daughter ? 

Fret. What's that, ugh, to you, Puppy. 

Match. Why did not you promiſe I ſhould have her 
when I would ? | 


he's 


Fret. No. 

Match. And did not you hat me come for her. 

Fret. No. 

Match. And did not you ſay we woa be married 

To: night ? | 

Fret. No. 

Match. And dont you know any dis at all of it? 

Fret. No. 
ng. | Match. Mercy on me, what can this mean, | he has 
,UCY. drank all his Senſes away. 

Fret. Ugh, Son-in-law, a, ugh, Son of a Whore, 
ugh, does he think | am drunk. 
me!? Match. Prithee Mr. Fretful, recollect n ; have 

you forgot me? 

ghter Fret. Forgot you, ugh, no I remember you was a 
b, II Surgeon to Day. & 
Exit. Match. Oh, Patience, a Surgeon ! ſure he takes. me 
2 the for Clerimont: What have you forgot your old Friend 
back Matchwood: Look at me. 
and Fret. The Fellow's drunk, and takes me to be ſo 
and, 6 . 


. Match. Why, I am he. 
Fret. That's another Lie; for he's juſt 888 Ugh 
to Church with my Daughter, and they are by this 
I am time married. 
Match. What d'ye mean, juſt gone to Church with 
her It 5 't be, I tell you I am he. 
your Fret. Then T tell you Ugh you lie, I am 
ſure- he carried her away juſt now, and Mr, Freaerick 
| is gone to give her ys 
Aal ch. | Match. 
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Match: O monſtrous! he dreams! ſome trick of 
Clerimont's, to be ſure they have mage him drunk and 
ſo got her away. 

Fret. Whoſe's drunk ? 3 
ver was ſoberer in my life. 

Match. Mercy on me! I'm tri ck d, abus'd ; ſend 
for your Daughter or Iil— 

Fret. Wel! what will you Puppy? 

Match. Ruin you that I will: Give me my Ring 
or my 400]. —— I'll nor ſtir without. 

Fret. His Ring or his 400l. the Fellow's mad. 

Match. Mr. Fretful, Eg Te a Knave, I doubt i in my 
Conſcience, 

Fret. That may be. 

Match. I tell you ſo, that I do. 

Fret, Ugh— | know that. 

| Match. You're a drunken old Rogue, and I won't 
be made a Fool of by you, I wont put up the Affront, 

I wont 

Fret. Then you may ugh—— let it alone. 

Match, That ſhant do, I'Il have ſatisfaction. 

Fret. Vil give you a Bottle. 

Match. Don't tell me, draw you old Rogue, draw. 

Fret. Ugh, the Cork 1s out. | 

Match. I mean your Sword, Sir, your Sword. 


Coxcomb, I ne- 


Am 


— 


| | Fret. Not as you know of- ugh—a young Dog, 
fl © he wants to run me through the Guts. 

p | Match. Then take that, do, you old Rogue 

: ( Beats him. 
- Enter Clerimont, Frederick, Harriot and Lucy. 

| Lucy. Hey day! what's the Matter here ? 
1 Frets. Why that Puppy there — ugh — calls him- 
A ſelf my Son-in law ugh. 

; — Lucy. Your Son-in-law ! poor creature let's take 


care of him, do but ſce how be ſtares—-he's raving 
mad to be ſure. 
Match. A damned Jade! why dont you know I 
was to be married to-Night to your Miftreſs. | 
Lacy. I know Pe _—_ nothing at all of you. 
| Match. 


— 
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Match. Patience nor don't you know of it. 
oo m ot (To Harriot. 
Har. I know, Sir, who I am married to. | 
Lucy. In ſhort you had ſet her in ſuch a longing 
Condition, that ſhe could ſtay no longer, and ſo ſhe 
was forced to take Mr. Clerimont. 

Match. Clerimont! the Devil! my Money! my 
Ring! my 400l. What Mr. Freaerick too, have you 
had a Hand in this? 21 


Fred. You know, Sir, you pitched upon me to give 


her away, and really I thought I could not give her 
to any body ſhe liked better than this Gentleman. 
Match. Here's a Plot! here's Treachery ! what has 


the Devil been doing here! 


Lucy Nothing, Sir tis I have been doing, and 
the Parſon has been doing, and by and by, Mr, 
Clerimont will be doing, Ha! ha! ha! 

Fret. Ugh!.— the Devil —. ugh —do you all to- 
gether, what a damned noiſe is here! kick ——ugh, 
kick——ugh——kick that Puppy down Stairs. 

| [Exit 

Cler. Indeed, Sir, you had beſt be quiet, or J ſhall 
fling you out of the Window. : 


Match. O the Villain! Murder! Fire! Thieves! 


Il fetch a Warrant, and ſend you all to the Devil. 
| | [ Exit. 
Om. Ha! ha! ha! | 
Lucy. What a racket the old Rogue made tis 


well if he den't go and hang himſelf, to be re- 


venged of us, | 

Cler. Well, Harriot, fince our D fficulties are all over- 
come, let this Night be devoted to Pleaſure. ___ 

Lucy. Ay, this Night ! what a Night would ſhe have 
had on't— if t'other Chap had, had her. 


AIR XVII. Lumps of Pudding. 


C/er. Our Fears are now ended, our Troubles all o'er. 
Har. Rewarded with thee, [ defire no more. 
Cler. Thus who can more happy or bleſs'd be than 


we. 
Har. Thus bleſs'd, and thus happy, for e'er may 
we be. 


Lucy. 
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34 The Lover his own Rival. 


Lucy. Since Love and not Money, moſt Females 


| entice, 
Take with you, good Parents, this Piece of Advice, 


To the Man they deteſt, for his Money ne'er wed 'em, 


For tis not the Money, but Man that muſt Bed them. 
CHORUS. Since Love, c. 
(Curtain falls, 
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EPILOGUE. 
las Sung in LONDON] 


T UNE, Sr Thomas 1 cannot. 


T. 


F * ALLANTS, I am come, diſpatch'd by our Bard, 
AJ To pay a poetical Viſit ; 
Jo thank you, for ſhewing him ſo much Regard, 
And more, by the by, to ſolicit. | 
As To-night you are join'd in his Intereſt ſo ftrong, 
To-morrow, hold on, I intreat you; 
And if, in Return, you will accept of a Song, 
With one I am ready to greet you. 


II. 


The World is of late become fo polite, 
That Virtue is reckon'd a Bubble; 

The Lady at Court, her Lord to requite, 
Won't ſcruple to carry Double. 

While ſome are laid ſprawling by Powder and Ball, 
And others keep ſnug in their Trenches ; 
Thank Heaven for Peace, our Soldiers ne'er fall, 
_ Unleſs in the Arms 2 young Wenches. 


Tho' ſo much we boaſt of our Taſte in Attire, 
Our Faſhions are none of our own, Sir; 
french Airs and French Habits ſo much we admire, 
No Engliſb ones now will go down, Sir. 
Lven Songs in old Engliſb are ſo much diſdain'd, 
That Jrtalians come flocking from Rome, Sir; 
Until by their Squeeking your Pockets are drain'd, 
They'll ne'er think it Time to go home, Sir. 


1 IV. 


i EPI LOG UR 

Hi Too long have we ſuffered them here to dwell ; 

4 Our Sex are much better without them; 

hk All my Grief will be, that they have paid them too well. 
by Por the little they carry about 'em. | 
1 If you were like them, oh what ſhould we do 

4 But Thanks to our Stars, you are not, Sir; 

1 The Taſk Nature ſet you, you briſkly purſue, 

114 And prudently keep what you have got, Sir. 

14 | V. „ 

ji In Behalf of ourſelves, give me Leave to appear, 
14 And put up our Prayers for your Favour : 

1 Good Ladies and Gentlemen, do but come here; 

by To pleaſe you we will always endeavour. 

"Ef Tho” a Song in Italian ſuch Pleaſure now yields, 

4 We'll ſtrive to make Engliſb as pleaſant; 

FY Oh, do but come often unto Good: man g. fields, 

14 And a Song ſhall be always your Preſent. 
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